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wall, and in the wall a gate with folding doors of
brass, so heavy that it took fifty men to move it.
Within this gate he built a second and within that
again a third, and the stern order issued to the three
bands of warders was, " Let no man pass this triple
gate, even if the prince himself should sue you for
permission to go through."
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The days passed in gentle quietness undisturbed
by the troubles and chances of the outside world ;
but occasionally when the prince rested from the
noonday heat Yasodhara would hear him murmur
gently, " My world ! I hear! I know ! I come ! "
Then the bride's eyes would open wide in fear, and
she would ask, " What ails my lord ?" for his look
was so lofty and remote that for the moment he
seemed more than mortal. But, gently soothing her,
he would call for music, and the young pair took
almost childish delight in setting up on the window-
ledge a gourd with strings through which the gentle
breezes played the sweetest melodies. To the young
bride the sounds were sweet enough, but to the
bridegroom the airs played by the breezes seemed to
come direct from heaven itself, not with soothing
sweetness, but as a call to action.

" We are the voices of the wandering wind :

Wander thou too, O Prince, thy rest to find ;
Leave love for love of lovers, for woe's sake
Quit state for sorrow, and deliverance make."